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she brought water, and he washed his face. He
took off his coat and his shabby riding-boots and
his soiled neckcloth. He opened his shirt and
bathed his breast that was smooth white like a
woman's. His hands, too, were soft.

He became more collected and told her of his
brother's death in France, how he had joined the
first ragged French army and almost at once had
been killed in some squabble on the way to the
frontier. As he spoke Judith saw again the
desperate hunted man in Cockermouth. It had
been, it seemed, since that day that both for her
and Reuben active consciousness of life had begun.
After his brother's death, he told her, he had been
always restless, and at last had begun to preach
up and down the country, simply by himself,
attached to no creed. He didn't know whether he
did any good; it seemed to him that he did not.
But he must go on. He was the Bear, ordered to
play his part* * * *

She realised that he had no great interest in her
affairs. He put up his hand once and touched her
hair, but he asked her no questions about herself,
whether she were happy, how she lived here. . , .
Once he broke out about women. They were his
great temptation, the temptation of the Devil. He
tried to lead his life without them, but they were
always breaking in* Often he could not sleep at
nights^ and in the towns, in the taverns and
inns. , * .

She kissed him, ' Reuben, stay here for a
little* It is very pleasant here, and I will care
for you-------'